CANDLEMAS DAY	113
breakfast—and they, she, I mean, doesn't want any lunch, they
thought you might get a bite of something indep-endent-ly,
and come round about three, and we'd all go out there to-
gether."
Claudius uttered the word * 'independently" with an odd
kind of reluctance, as if to his social-conscious feelings the par-
taking of anything "independently" was a sort of debauch.
"Art you going out there?" inquired No-man with surprise,
for anyone less addicted to such jaunts than Mr. Cask it was
hard to imagine.
The question seemed to destroy the blessed moment of re-
pose in which the man had been indulging. He threw the end
of his cigarette into the fire and pulled himself together with
a jerk, sitting straight up.
"Prn collecting subscriptions—for the excavations," he said
wearily; and then, with an obvious effort to get the interior
wheels of his energy working: "The excavations at Maiden
Castle next summer—there's a great deal to be learnt about
those early races, gaps—large gaps—in the history of Evolu-
tion that must be filled."
"But Mrs. Dearth told me," said No-man, "that you didn't
get on with her father, that you couldn't bear that chap
Quirm."
Claudius's brown eyes seemed to gather a film over them,
and a look of worry came into his face. He frowned in a vexed,
troubled, bewildered way. "I can't—go—into it—now," he
said, "but I've heard from many quarters things I don't like
about that woman's life. It isn't only in slums that there's
wicked 'mischief; and wherever mischief is I've got to 'grub.' "
This final word he rapped out with the flicker of a smile.
No-man surveyed him with interest. He looked so much
more like one whose destiny it is to pounce than to "grub," that
our friend was conscious of the presence of an almost ghastly
tour de force. If the man were an "automaton of sacrifice" he
was one that required a great deal of cranking. "She told me of
the loss of her boy," Dud remarked carelessly. "I met her the
first day I was here—in the cemetery." He spoke without in-
tention, but there came over him, after the words were out of
his mouth, a wave of profound sadness: "Three months," he
thought, "and I haven't been back there. I've certainly left
them what that woman called 'free.' "

